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the honour ami sacri'lice of beatinjr the Ilun wasn't left exclusively
to linglaml. On (he </mu<>/Y<'/u///n\ the two Kancnshircmcn (who
had lived a lonj; time in Iramv) and 1 sang the'Marseillaise' at the
canteen. A SjMnish oiluvr came up and lirst fetched me one. It is
a long time .siiuv f went to South America, the Southern Cross has
been dimmed by the years, but at that moment I saw it clearly
surrounded by all the stars, The, lantushiremen came next. In
the. wninj; ( went in utter fury to the guard-room and told the
ollieer that though I was a prisoner he had uo right to hit me. He
was rather nice about it. Then one clay a sergeant struck me with a
whip. I didn't remonstrate, f was ac<|uiring the habit. One evening
Danny and a Dutchman had a long argument.

"My country,  right or wronij,1' Danny shouted.    "Isn't it so,
Burke ?"

"Your country, right or wrong," I said.   I thought I ought to have
that tattooed on my forehead.

The canm was a good breeding-place for rumour.   After Russia
was in the war, rumour had it: that the Spanish government had
stopped releasing the British.   It was nearly three months since I
became a prisoner of Spain, and at night, with Freddie the sapper and
an Aberdeen fellow, we made plans to escape.   That wouldn't be
fun; the soldiers fired at you.   The preceding winter six men had
been caught, and shot after they surrendered and sat on the ground
waiting to be taken back to the camp.   We had seen men brought
back and sent to the labour camp of Palancia.   There seemed no
other way out.   Pierre was going round the camp telling all who
listened to him that I wasn't English but Hungarian.   It wasn't to
be. mean or to get me into trouble: he just said that and jeopardized
my future because he was made like that.

I was getting weary of being Mr. Burke. In the begminng it had
been fun". It's'nice to be born at the age of thirty-five. Mr. Burke
was fresh, like a primeur. But after three months of an unknown
person without history and having known him only in prison I
wanted to be rid of him. On a hot Sunday a Belgian came up to me
and asked what the English word 'released* meant. I explained it to
him. He said there was a paper in the office and that word was
marked beside the name of Burke, Five days later, in the company
of several others, I walked out through the gate of Miranda. There
was a little breeze. I can still feel it. But I can't remember what
the ground was like. My feet never touched it. Next day I was in
Madrid. The night of the following day I slept in Cordoba. The
was heavy with summer, and it was great to be in a bed again.
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